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44 en e qui ſe reconnoitra. 
To L A D T: kee 


ENDOWED, as your kari: is, -with 


the amiable qualities which deſervedly ren- 
dered Laura an ornament to the fourteentn 


century, and like her leſs diſtinguiſhed for the 


external charms of a beautiful form, than your 
unblemiſhed purity of mind, I know no one, 
beneath whoſe eyes this feeble ſketch of Pe- 
trarch's attachment can ſo properly be laid, as 
thoſe, which, if Petrarch now lived, might pro- 
duce the ſame effects. For in whatever light 
the world beholds you Whether in the mild 
ſunſhine of domeſtic happineſs, or in the pub- | 
lic walk of faſhionable life, breathing bene vo- 


: lence and ſocial kindneſs---the natural ſerenity 


of your looks enlivens every ſcene; your beauty 
ſtill attracts admiring crouds, while yeneration 
bends to an acknowledged! innocenceof manners. 


om Io PrRMrr 


— — ——— rr 


— 


G. DIE ie rn Gn 


Permit me to withdraw, lah apologizing 
for the liberty. I have taken, in thus dedicating 


to your Ladyſhip the haſty production of a few 


mornings. I have truſted to that uncommon 
condeſcenſion, and mildneſs of diſpoſition, 


which to ſuperior acquirements, has joined all 


the ſimplicity of Laura. I ſhall add, as the 
lincereſt teſtimony of my reſpect for virtue, 


a devout wiſh, that you may long remain 
among us, attended by every comfort of the 

5 marriage ſtate; and when you ſhall be called to 
Pour native heaven, that you may ftill continue 
to live in the ſpotleſs. conduct of your fair de- 


ſcendants. 
I have the honor to be, 
My Lady, 
. Ladyſhip 8 
| Moſt obedient, and 
Moſt humble Servant, 


| LONDON, Nov, 16, 1786. 
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S I am prepared to hear a variety of opinions reſpecting the 


morality of this Epiſtle, which from the hurry it was 


written in, and the unequal abilities of its author, muſt be liable 


to many errors the only anſwer I ſhall make, will be, that in 


conſulting human naturel conceive it poſſible to love as Petrarch did. 
Far be it from me, however, to encourage a weakneſs (to give it 


no other name) which every man in his ſenſes muſt condemn, and 


which proved ſo fatal to that celebrated Poet. For, as tlie ele- 
gant tranſlator of his life obſerves, * whatever palliations may be 


9 drawn 1 in excuſe for Petrarch, who lived 3 in a dark age, under 


4. the clouds of ſuperſtition which at that time covered the world; 


J no apology can be made with juſtice at preſent, for thoſe, whoſe 
characters reſemble his in this unhappy point of view]; ſince the 


light both of ſacred and moral truth, now clearly conveyed to 


« all, rejects all ſophiſtry in reſpect to the internal diſpoſition, as 


« well as the outward conduct, and condemns as certainly the in- 


« ward encouragement of the paſſion, as the outward commiſſion 


of the crime. 
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I cannot quit this agreeable and elegant Author, without ac- 
knowledging, that 1 am greatly indebted to the peruſal of Pe- 
trarch's life for one or two deſcriptions, and for ſome thoughts at- 
tempted in this poem. At the ſame time, I muſt expreſs my ſur- 
prize that among ſo many productions which have appeared of late, 


none ſhould be ſeen upon a ſubject, where ſo very ample a field TE 
opened for deſcriptive genius to range in. That pen, which in 
the brighteſt glow of imagination, could paint the teelings of 
Louiſa's ſoul, would have found little difficulty 1 in doing juſtice to 
the real anguiſh of Petrarch's heart. For my part, who have in 


one uninterrupted ſucceſſion of ideas compleated this poetical 
trifle, I will candidly confeſs, that I found it more arduous to curb 
my heated fancy on this occaſion, than I have at others to pick out 

images for the moſt barren ſubject. The unbounded attachment 
which Petrarch, a man of the quickeſt ſenſibility and natu rally im- 
petuous in his purſuits, felt for the beautiful Laura, and which 
neither abſence, time, nor a conſciouſneſs of error could diminiſh, 


affords the thinking mind ſuch an exuberance of inward warfare, 
between a darling foible and a virtuous breaſt, that like the eye. 


in a crouded parterre of beautiful flowers, we no ſooner ſtop "9 [= 
one feeling, than we are attracted by the, gathering importance S 
of another. 1 ſhall conclude this obſervation with an extract from 
the life of Petrarch, which will juſtify the warmth expreſſed ; in 


one part of the Poem. Writing to a friend at Avignon he pres 
the following account of his agitated mind : 


- 


I have 


r x & M- ix. 


have not time to inform you of my ſufferings in the city 
< you are in; perceiving that the only means of recovering my 
* health was to leave it, I took this ſtep, notwithſtanding all the 


efforts of my friends to retain me. Alas! their friendſhip ſerves 
6 only to my deſtruction. I came into this ſolitude (Vaucluſe) 
to ſeek a ſhelter from the tempeſt ; and to live a little for myſelf, 
before I was called to die. I was near the mark I aimed at; 
I felt with extreme joy my mind was more at eaſe ; the life 
which I led, ſeemed to approach to that of the bleſſed in hea- 
ven. But behold the force of habit and paſſion; I return often, 
5 though led by no buſineſs, into that odious city. I caſt myſelf 


into the nets in which I was before enſnared. I know not what 


© wind drives me from the port into that ſtor y ſea, where I have 


1 been ſo often ſhipwrecked. 1 am no ſooner there than I feel 
Ian in a veſſel, toſſed on every fide. I lee the firmament on fire, 3 
the ſea rage, and rocks ready to daſh me in pieces. Death pre- 
38 ſents itſelf to my eyes; and what is worſe than death, 1 am 


8 weary of my preſent life, and dread that which! is to come. 


1 3 finally obGerve'] in vindication of the whole of this ide, | 
againſt every ſurmize of plagiariſm, that I am not conſcious of 
having borrowed a lingle expreſſion from any poet. Should a 
ſimilitude be found, either in ſentiment or word, I can ſafely ſay 

it came unlocked for. * Milton,” as the late Dr. Johnſon has re- 
marked, did not refuſe admiſſion to the thoughts, or images of 
his predecefiors, although he did not ſeck them.” If it be im- 


1 according to the ſame writer, for an author of our age to 
6 4 * deſectibs 


= | a LE oo Oe E. 


deſeribe the various pleaſures of a rural life, without tranſmitting 
6 the ſame 1 images, almoſt in the fame combination from one to ano- 


ther,“ we may with equal certainty conclude, that it is impoflible 


to trace man through all the intricacies of his nature, without 


touching at ſome point where others have been before. 


REV NENT. 


Petrarch and Laura were both deten from noble families, 
who held the firſt employments 3 in their reſpeQive countries. Fa- 
mily misfortunes and the tranſlation of the Apoſtolic ſee to Avig- 


non by a Pope of French extraction, firſt brought Petrarch from 


Italy! into France. Having at Avignon acquired the accompliſh- 


ments requiſite for a young man who had his fortune to make in 


the higher ſtations of life, he fixed his reſidence in that city, the 


ſeat of literature and of arts. It was there he accidentally niet 


the celebrated Laura at he entrance of a monaſtery, dedicated to 


St. Claire. This happened! in the twenty-third year of his age. 


He was according to the memoirs publiſhed of his life, ſo diſ- 


5 tinguiſhed in his Figure as to attract univerſal admiration. He 


* - 


appears in his portraits, continues the ſame author, with large 


as 


and a countenance that beſpoke all the genius and fancy which 


KR 


ſhone forth i in his works. He poſſeſſed an underſtanding active 
and Penetrating; a brilliant wit, and a ms — — His heart 


4 


FM was 


and manly features, eyes full of fire, a blooming complexion, 
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Was candid and benevolent, ſuſceptible of the moſt lively affec- 


tions, and inſpired with the nobleſt ſentiments of liberality.“ 


Sven was Petrarch: till his unfortunate attachment to an 


improper object threw a cloud over the brighteſt ornament of the 


fourteenth century. In his retirement at Vaucluſe, in the neigh- 


bourhood of Avignon, he frequently endeavoured to get rid of 


his illicit paſſion, to which he as frequently returned with re- 


doubled violence, In the following epiſtle the author has endea- 
voured to expreſs the various conflicts of an agitated heart, ſtrug- 


gling between alluring paſſion and triumphant virtue. 


Nor will it be ſuppoſed he has exceeded the bounds of probabi- 
lity, when it is remembered, according to the account given of 
him 1 in his memoirs, | That his temper was on ſome occaſions 
violent, and his paſſions headſtrong and unruly. | A warmth of 


5 conſtitution hurried him into irregularities, which were followed 5 


: with repentance and remorſe. 


With reſpe& to Laura, it 1s inconteſtibly proved, that at the 


time Petrarch firſt ſaw her ſhe was a married woman, whoſe huſ- 


band, Hugues de Sade, held the firſt offices at Avignon ; and not, as 
ſome have been pleaſed to conjecture, a miſtreſs which the Poet 
kept at Vaucluſe. The following account of her perſon will not, 


I truſt, be deemed ſuperfluous by the courteous reader ; for which 
I muſt once more have recourſe to a book I have ſo often viſited. 
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At the time ſhe firſt met Petrarch, ſhe was drefled in green, 
« and her gown embroidered with violets. Her face, her air, her 
« gait, were ſomething more than mortal. Her perſon was deli- 
< cate, her eyes tender and ſparkling, and her eye-brows black as 
ebony. Golden locks,” (which with the author's permiſſion, 
what I have frequently ſeen in the ſouthern parts of France, 
were, I preſume, of a bright auburn colour) *waved over her 
* ſhoulders whiter than ſnow ; and the ringlets were interwoven 
© by the fingers of love. Her neck was well formed, and her 
2 complexion animated by the tints of nature, which art vainly 
attempts to imitate. When ſhe opened her mouth you perceiv- 
ed the beauty of pearls and the ſweetneſs of roſes. She was full 
of graces. Nothing was ſo ſoft as her looks, ſo modeſt : as her car- 
riage, ſo touching as the ſound of her voice, An air of gaiety 
and tenderneſs breathed around her, but ſo pure and happily 
tempered, as to inſpire every beholder with the ſentiments of 
virtue; for ſhe was chaſte as the ſpangled dew drop of the morn, 
Such, lays Petrarch, was the amiable Laura.“ 


A 


Her attucleond to Petrarch, whole bm tenderneſs and 
love afforded a poignant contraſt to the cool indifference of her 
| huſband, was as lively as it is poſſible for nuapathy to * under 
the induenes of the chaſteſt virtue. 
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PETRARCH ro LAURA, 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


EMOTE * ſhielded from thoſe piercing eyes, 
- Whoſe ſoft ning magic * me into ſighs; 


* 24 * 


vv NC rea afon, trembli ing at reſiſtleſs e 0 | 


Steals to my heart and guards it from alarms : 

Say, ſhall thy friend—that name at leatt ; 18 mine 5 
And heav'n may ſure allow | it to be thine!— 
Say, ſhall thy friend, thy PETRA RCH dare to prove 

A kindred impulſe of untainted love? 


From thoſe dear lips the ſtern injunction came, 


And ove muſt yield to friendſhips purer name. 10 
—2— —— Stretch d 


PETRARCH TO LAURA, 


"I Stretch' d on the bier, round which with many'a ſigh, 
|= Diſtreſs has mus'd and fix d her ſtreaming eye; 

| When ſome loſt wretch, by keen remembrance torn, 

| To death's cold manſions lees her lover borne, 


5 Indulgent pity, with officious ij 


Waits on her grief and ſoothes her bleeding heart. 
And ſhall my Laura, gentleſt of her kind! 

My life's ſole pride and miſtreſs of my mind! 

Whoſe bleſs” d idea's all the reſt I know, 


My only care and happineſs] below! 8 — 48 


Shall ſhe from others wipe che tear of grief, 
And PETRARCH only be denied relief ? 
She! at whoſe glance each gath* ring ſorrow flies, 
Hope blooms afreſh, and blank afffiction dies! 
Ah, no! tho: breaſt, for ſoftneſs fram” d alone, ia 


Heaves with misfortune pity makes her own. 


Smooth as thy boſom, tho' not half ſo fair! [ 


Serenely bright and like thy virtue clear : 


Without one noxious particle of heat, 
Health's pureſt ſpring and every mule's ſeat, 35 
1 3 (For 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


(For there Boccace tunes his am'rous lay „ 
And azure nymphs to murm'ring echoes play,) 
Cloſe to my walls, in artleſs beauty flows, 

A ſilver ſtream and courts me to repoſe. 

Soft are it's banks, adorn'd with many'a flower, 
And thickly ſhaded by the leafy bow r. 

Emblem of ſorrow's melancholy train, 

And far ſequeſter” d from the noiſy plain, 

My fav'rite willow waves above the tide 

His pendant boughs, in ſolitary pride. 

Peaceful he hangs and filently reproves 

: The boil? rous tumults of the man who loves. 

s There too thy + laurel ſtands the wintry ſtorms, 
And full of thee my raptur” d fancy warms. 
Fix'd in this tranquil ſolitude at laſt, 


My wand'rings over and my troubles paſt! 45 


* John de Certaldo, or John Boccace, the celebrated author of the Decame- 


ron, &c. was Petrarch's particular friend. — They had * each the ſame taſtes, and 


the ſame averſions; the ſame ardent deſire of knowledge, frankneſs, truth of 
* mind, and tenderneſs of heart.” 


+ Petrarch 5 a favourite laurel tree in his garden at Vaucleuſe to the 


memory of Laura, and called it by her name. 


ny "I Lok | 
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Here let me learn to form each riſing thought 
By thoſe chaſte principles thy virtue taught: 
Sooth'd by thy looks and innocently free, 
With calm delight to join thy Lord and thee. 


And yet—what means this more than friendſhip's 


heat? 
Why {tarts my reaſon at the dear deceit ? 
Shall then no gentle palliative be found, 
No kind deluſion to aſſuage my wound ? 


For ever then, with inward fire oppreſs d, d, 


M uſt PETRARCH nurſe the poiſon | in his breaſt ? 
In ſecret wander to the bow'r of bliſs, 

And long for charms that never muſt be his? 
For ever then muſt fruitleſs pity prove 

The joyleſs ſubſtitute of mutual love ? 

How loſt! how foreign are it's ſounds to me, 
Whoſe only comforts are to gaze on thee. 


| Still to thoſe looks, diſſatisfied, unbleſs'd, 
1 My wiſh es wander and I figh for reſt. 


50 


60 


Like 
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Like the benighted mariner, whole eye, 

Loſt in the gloom of a tempeſtuous ſky, 
Looks for a guiding ſtar, and ſadly ſteers, 
With doubtful anguiſh and oppreſſive fears: 
My troubled ſoul, toſs'd on the ſurge of life, 
With keen impatience views the giddy ſtrife 


Of things below; turns from ambition's plan, 


And ſick'ning owns the wretchedneſs of man. 


III- fated they! whoſe ſouls congenial born, 8 


Are ſway” a by! int 'reſt, prejudice OT ſcorn ; 
In paſſive ſervitude, whoſe moments glide 
Through all the formal miſeries of pride: 
How curs'd in ſick' ning apathy to prove 
The wild exceſs of ill- requited love. 


Vet thou my LAURA for to charms like thine 


All nature bends, and ſighs at virtue's ſhrine 

Ne er from ungrateful Sade, whom heav'n has bleſs'd 80 
With all that's beauteous, and with all that's beſt— 

- Can 


C 


70 


75 
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ll 6s PETRARCH TO LAURA. 
i Can thy pure boſom be condemn'd to know 


4 The pangs ! the wretchedneſs of wedded woe. 
Still in domeſtic happineſs approv 'd, 
By all who know. thee, honour'd and belov di 8 4 


Live to thoſe tender ties, that ſage decree 


Which heav'n has made, nor loſe one thought on me. 


Ah think not—ſpotleſs as thou art, and pure— 


On one, whoſe illneſs death can only cure! 


Far from thee ſped, let all remembrance ceaſe, ""90 


And leave me wretched, to ſecure thy peace. 


5 Heav'ns! with what uick tranſition do I move 
qi 


From friendſhip] s limits to unbounded love! 


Soon from my heart; the curtain drops away, 


And every feeling ruſhes 1 „„ 545 5}: 95 


0 ſtate of inward miſery complete, 


Where fruitleſs wiſhes and repentance meet. 


When heav'n juſt op'ning to my foul appears, 
And ſoft forgiv” neſs glimmers thro my tears: 
When 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


When kind contrition wears out every crime, 
And mercy marks me on the leaf of time ; 


From rant rous extacy thy beauties tear 


do 


Each ſoaring thought, and burſt on every pray'r; 
That lov'd idea every ſcene diſpels, 
And all my boſom into tumult ſwells. 
Earth and my LauRa, more inviting ſeem 
Than heav'n, tho' pictur'd by the bigot's dream : : 
What are it's manſions of eternal light, 
Seraphic ſounds, or raptures of delight 
What is the boaſted plenitude of joy, 
Pleaſures for ever new that cannot cloy |! 
If in the bright immeaſurable round, 
I ſigh for joys where only thou art found. 
How vain | how joyleſs is that heay” n to me, 
Whole only pleaſures are to gaze on thee! 
One look of kindneſs, ſuch as thoſe ſoft eyes 
With pity ſhed on forrow's mournful highs : 
One tender ſound, that ſhames the liſt' ning ſpheres,— 
And which thy PETRARCH full i in abſence hears!— 
3 


100 


105 


110 


145 


To 


bs. 


LL  EPTRARDCH TO LAVARA, | 


To this ſad boſom, more divinely feels, . 120 


Fl Than all the raptures Piety reveals. 


How oft, attemp” ring by diſcretion” 8 frown 


The ſmiles of peace, I fondly thought my own, | 
Haſt thou, when ſick ning with my pain 1 gh” q, 0 
By one kind look the ſtream of ſorrow dried} 125 | 

Pierc'd to my inmoſt ſenſe, and made me know 


The wide extremes of happineſs and woe. 
: For ah! no ſooner was the gentle Gre © 


Of lumb” ring paſſion, waken” d by deſire ; : 


Scarce had my heart the gloom of comfort caught, 130 
And flowly brighten” d thro' the gloom of thought 
Than you, no ſtranger to the human breaſt, 

With ſtern ſeverity my looks repreſs d. 
|| How could it thou cruel! from thy Prrnanen take 
1 The pledge he coveted for LauRA' 8 fake! 1 35 
1 Was then thy glove ® too much for years of ox EO 5 


Was virtue kept m more ſpotleſs by diſdain 2 


* Laura happening to drop — glove at a public aſſembly, Petrarch wiſhed to 
keep it, but was harſhly rebulſed. 
Back 


Back to my wonted wretchedneſs I move, 


And pity thoſe whom heav'n has doom'd to love; 


Penſive from thee to melancholy turn, 140 


While anguiſh murmurs, as I inly mourn : 


Sit in ſevereſt Judgment on my fate, 


Thy blame may reach me, but thou can'ſt not hate. 


How often, viſited by gleams of peace, = 
When ſtudy ſooth' d me with imperfect caſe, — 1 
Loft i in ſome learned bus' neſs of the brain, 

Has fancy led me from my boſom” 8 pain; : 
Kindly deluſive, charm'd me to . 
And lull'd to reſt the tumult of 1 my woes. 


Big with each little plan ambition frames, 3 158 


The glare of titles and the noiſe of mes! 

1 ve trod the ſlipp ry paths of gay renown, 

And fame has call' d me to the laurell' d crown. 

Heav'n knows how careleſs of each honour paid, I55 


My boſom ſicken' d at the gay parade; 


A POE TICAL EPISTLE. 0 


"wo PETRARCH TO LAUR A. 


When princes crouded in my envied train, 

And monarchs yielded to the mule's reign ; 

Still on each ſcene thy lov'd idea ſtole, — 

Still did I feel thee wanting to the whole. 

In vain the laurel, with encircling bough, 1 60 
Twines it's triumphant honours round my brow, 

Or Rome re'echoes to my boaſted name: * 

If Laura's abſent, what 18 PeTRARCH' s fame? 

| How loſt; how fruitleſs are it's charms to me, 165 


Whoſe only comfort | is to gaze on thee. 


Call me—whichever ſooths my Laura's breaſt— 
Thuy lord's acquaintance and his ſtudious gueſt: 

Call me thy bard, inſtructor or thy friend . 

All in one ſofter character muſt end. 

Thus for a time, the boiſt'rous tempeſts ceaſe, 1760 


And leave the ſkies in momentary peace; 


* Petrarch was publicly crowned in the capitol at Rome. 


A death- 


& POETITICAU EPISTLE 11 


A death like ſtillneſs to the ſtorm ſucceeds, 
And ſcarce a murmur's whiſper'd thro' the reeds: 
Till, with redoubled violence, it ſhakes 


The bending pines, and all it's fury wakes. I75 


Aw'd by no ties, and ſtranger to controul, 


I feel the tyrant treſpaſs on my foul; 
Soon does each kind illuſion melt away, 
And ev ry feeling 8 conſcious of his 1way. 


Rapt into ſcenes, that never muſt be mine, — 18 


Heart- piercing thought and never can be thine! | 
I yield unbounded to my ſleepleſs ll, : _ ; 
And add to paſſion, all the pow r of will, 


FI there no law —exhauſted with 1 it s woe, 


Exclaims my heart, while ſtreams of facrow flow, 185 


And bounteous nature from my wither" d brain, 


— Ong oy . IRS INTE CENCE ODER AD CINE 
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Lends a kind drop to cool ; it 8 burning pain;— 
'b there no law, which pitying heav'n allows 
0 To lovers, conſcious. of each others vows ? | 
In wedded bondage, muſt the boſom pine, 190 | 
And cuſtom 1 keep, what nature would reſign ? 
D 2 1 
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12 P E T R ARC H TO LAURA, 


O curs'd ſeduction of each virtuous ſenſe, 
When fancy, flatter'd by the dear offence, 
Dwells on each charm, in ſpite of every tie, 
"Till fiction gives, what heaven and you deny! 200 
Sooth d into reſt, my heavy N 4 : 
And fancied joys ſucceed to real woes. 
8 Then do I claſp thee, trembling in my arms, 
| Shook by tumultuous raptures and alarms; 
Yielding to bliſs, my  beaufeous Laura hes, e 
With beating boſom and expiring eyes.  ” 
Love on all fides, his purple pinion ſhakes, 
Fans the ſoft flame and every feeling wakes ; 
While urg'd by all, that fancy can be bleſs'd, 
With keen delight I ſnatch thee to my breaſt. 10 
A thrilling tranſport ſhoots in every vein, 
And madd ning paſſion throws the willing rein. 
Inſpir'd by raptures, that can never cloy, 
And loſt in mutual agonies of joy, 


SI have borrowed theſe lines from a fragment written by myſelf two years ago. 
All the other parts of the poem have been compleated in fix ſucceſſive mornings. 


Trembling 8 


4 | 

YL INE, 0G df. $- ont, 2 PS By 4 LOST! — joe 2 "6 0 _ CST: x 3 © * * 3 . 
R K n 8. SIE eG, 
bs 0 e 


Lip ſeal'd to lip, and murm' ring breath to o breath, 


A POETICAL EPISTLE 13 


Trembling 1 wander, oer thy angel frame, 215 


And hear, and ſee thee, look and ſigh the ſame. 


2 


"i 


Entranc d v we fink 1 in momentary death. 


Till waſted nature, vanquiſh d by t the ſtrife, 


Throbs 1 in each vein, and graſps returning life; 220 
Then from the dear extatic pleaſure {prings, 
And ſighs! and looks unutterable things. 


Ah! tell me Laura—long inur'd to weep, 


When captive grief has loſt it's tears in fleep, 
Springs not the ſoul on fancy's airy plume, 225 
: Beyond the narrow precincts of the tomb? 


While peace invites her to that bourn at laſt, 


Where joy commences, and each ſorrow's paſt? 


Ah tell me too, when conſcious of the cheat, 


Awaken' d reaſon finds | it all deceit, 


Although Petrarea's paſſion, which was certainlF ſomewhat ſtronger than 


platonic affection, frequently led him into the wildeſt exceſſes, TT his ſeceſſion 
from virtue was never of long duration. 8 8 
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1 PETRARCH'TO LAURA, 


Is not the wretch to more than madneſs fir d, 230 
Each pain redoubled and each bliſs deſir d? 
Too well this heart, the bitter truth avows, 


When conſcience tears me from its guilty vows: 


And heav'n, or chance, the treach rous dream 


deſtroys, Tor prota | „ oak 
While virtue ſhudders at illicit Joys. 
Wretch that I am, to taint thy ſpotleſs ear, 
With guilty ſounds which honour ſhould not 1 
More wretched ſtill, to bid thy breaſt afford 
One rebel with, that tears thee from thy lord. 240 
Is this the vaunted purity I draw 
From beauty, led by virtue” 8 pureſt law? 


Are theſe the precepts ſo divinely taught 


* thoſe chaſte vpe, and! innocence e of thought ] 


Sad fatal | morn, on which devotion drew | 245 


My early ſteps, and heay' n invited you ; 
When echoing r matins fill'd the ſacred dome, 


And rapture mingled with a world to come. 
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O time for ever dear, tho' mark'd by woe, 


Afflictive ſource of every grief I know! 250 


Then, void of care, on active wing I ſprung, 

Lov'd by the old, and honour'd by the young; 
Warm'd by thoſe hopes, which gay ambition feeds, 
And ſpurr'd by nature to the nobleſt deeds, 

While partial Phoebus touch'd my choſen lyre : 255 


With more than common elegance and fire, 


Thy Perrarcn then how loſt! how wretched now |— 


Stepp'd into life with pleaſure's chearful brow. 


Smooth and unſullied every moment ran, 


Each day beginning as the laſt began: 22860 


Without a care or ſorrow, to deſtroy , 
The flatt ring tenor of unfading j Joy. 
New pleaſure s roſe, at every ſtep I took : 
What comfort vaniſh” d in one fatal look! 


From one ſoft glance of thoſe ſeducing eyes, 265 


What hopes have yielded to continued ſighs! 
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Mark'd is that brow, where once no trace was known, 
My looks are languid and my vigour's gone; 
On ev'ry feature fad affſiction's feen, 
And melancholy ſhades my penſive mien. 270 
In vain to books and ſolitude I fly, 
Or ſearch thro' nature with enquiring ee; 
In ev ry flow'r, that heay” nly bloom | ſee, 
5 Ty line, my wiſhes ſpring to thee. 
2 Read what I pleaſe, remembrance, {till 1 nad, 275 


| Breathes ! in each page, and holds thee to 1 my mind. 


” Oh why—too gentle for the tyrant” 8 part— 
Since heav' n has made thee miſtreſs of my heart; 
| Why ſhould t thou wave the rod of hard controul, —= 

And raiſe ſuch tumults i in my vanquiſh' d ſoul! 8 

Let kindneſs chear me, and 1 ll hug my chains, 

Nor wiſh for liberty while Laura reigns : $2" 

= In ev ry pulſe thy ſoft dominion „ 

; Each ſenfe thy fabjea, and my heart thy throne. 
Vain hopes ! whoſe falſehoods ev ry proſpect ues 28 5 
: For r Laura flights the conqueſt ſhe has made. 


Clole | 


* 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


Cloſe to Vaucluſe, and neighb'ring on my cot, 


Romantic nature ſpreads A friendly grot. 


Beyond the reach of tumult's buſtling crew, 


By rocks o 'erhung, and perilous to view; 


Dark as my foul, the diſmal hollow lies, 


Disjoyn'd from earth, and ſtranger to the ſkies ; 


For not a ray can pierce the gloomy round: 


There echo reſts, nor wakes to human ſound. 
5 T he whiſtling winds, that tear the {kirted iky, 


0 Here loſe their rage and into murmurs die; * 


While Sorgia s rills in trickling horror creep, 


And kindly prompt my aking eyes to Weep. . 


Down my wan cheek the tear of anguiſh. flows, 5 


: And lends a mournful reſpite to my woes. 


17 


290 


295 


300 


There may 't thou view, what havoc charms, like thine, 


| inceſſant make, and add one ne ſigh t to mine: x 


» Vaucluſe 13 a delightful romantie ſpot, ſituate in the neighbourhood of Avig- 


non, and facing the Mediterranean. It is ſurrounded en all ſides by a ſtupendous 


chain of rocks in the form of a horſe-ſhoe. At the foot of one of theſe enormous 


Cliffs, you behold a prodigious cavern hollowed by the band of nature. 


tain riſes in the middle, and forms t the river Sorgia. = 


A foun- 


= Nor 
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Pie För Labs, 


Nor could'ſt thou, callous to the tend'reft flame, 
See pain and ſickneſs waſte a lover's frame, 
And not relieve the tortures of delpair, -- 2305 
By one kind look—perhaps by one ſoft tear. 
There, in ſucceſſive agonies, I prove 
Reflection's horrors, and the pangs of love. 
Vain 1 no each hope, foreboding reaſon cries ; 
| Vain are thy tears and more than human ſighs. 310 
I Rous d by diſtreſs, 1 foar to op ning heavy” n, 1 


; Plead for each « crime, and find each crime forgiv" * 


Conviction beams, and arm di in ev Ty part, 
I riſe to tear thee from my Arup ogling heart. 
Deluded wretch! no ſooner am 1 ſpread, * 375 
Worn down by thought, on moumful ſorrow' 5 bed; 
Scarce are my ſenſes lull d to broken reſt, 

And thy lov'd i image wav "ring from my breaft, 
Than, with reſiſtleſs magic o'er the whole, 8 

Thy beauty ſtreams, and faſcinates my ſoul. $4. GRE : 
In that kind hour, wie all, fave Petrarch, know 
A calm ſuſpenſe from wretchedneſs and woe ; 4 


EEE 5 Thrice 


APOETICAL EPTEFUR 3» 


Thrice have I known thee pierce the night's {till reign ; 
Thrice have I heard thee claim thy ſlave again. 


A conſcious tremor every ſenſe diſarms, "NI 


I hear ! I ſee thee burſt in all thy charms. 
Rob'd as thou wert on that ill-fated day, 
When ev'ry wiſh was yielded to thy ſway, 
With [CUI alt look and dignity divine, | 


On ev ry ſide I feel, I ſee thee ſhine. 330 


> Turn—did' {t thou ſay—uygrateful wretch! and ſee 


The flighted friend, whoſe cares are all for thes, 


** 


Ingrate! unkind | thy Laura to diſown, 


* 


Becauſe her breaſt is purer than thy own. 


A 


Where lovers meet, and ev'ry pain's forgot? 


Heav'ns ! 


* have extracted this note from the memoirs to which I am ſo much obliged, 


Petrarch retired to this delightful ſpot, to cure himſelf of his paſſion, and indulge 


his taſte for letters; but in vain.'—(The author means Vaucluſe.) 
II may hide myſelf,” ſays he, among the rocks and in the woods, but there are 
no places ſo wild or ſolitary whither the torments of love do not purſue me. 


© Thrice in that dark and lonely hour when nought but ghaſtly ſhades is ſeen or 


« heard, Lark with itedfaſt look, approached my bed and claimed her ſlave. My 
5 — (limbs 


Is there no realm, beyond this mortal ſpot, 5 
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20 PETRARCH TO LAURA, 


Heav'ns ! with what wad anguiſh did I tart, 


What ſearching chillneſs ſhook my troubled heart, 


"Till, cold as marble or the ling” ring breath 


'That feebly flutters on the lip of death, — 34 | 


Congeal'd I lay, tumultuous terror o'er, 


Gaz d on thy face and throbb'd at ev ry pore. 
Guilt ſtalks around, and tings my tortur d ear, 
While conſcience adds to ev ry ſound I hear; hs 
Led by deſpair, and heedleſs of my doom, LIM 
Reſtleſs I riſe, and pierce the midnight gloom; 
Up the ſteep rock with madd” ning anguiſh fly, 
Wrapp' di in the thickeſt horrors of the ſky ; J 
Along the ridge, aghaſt and ſad, I move, 
Or try to ſhun thee | in the deepeſt g grove. 0 
6 Yah were froze BIO fear ; my 113 80 fled 1 my veins, and ruſhed upon my 
I, heart, Trembling I roſe e're morn; and left a houſe where all I ſaw alarmed 
me. I climbed the rocks; I ran into the woods; watching with fearful eyes this 
« dreadful viſion: I may not be believed, but ſtill it followed ,—here I perceived it 
© farting from a tree there riſing from a fountain—now it deſcended from the 


1 * rocks, or floated on the clouds. Surrounded thus, I ſtood transfixed with hor- 


© ror! This 5 alone 1 18 ſufficient to vindicate my opinion of Petrarch's 


paſſion. 
How 


3 * * 
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How vain each firuggling effort of my breaſt! 
On ev'ry ſcene thy image ſtands impreſs'd, 


T hear! I lee thee, ſpite of rocks and trees, 


Float on the cloud, and whiſper in the breeze, 


Beam from the browneſt ſhadows of the wood, 355 


Shake in each branch, and murmur in each flood. 


Loft 1 in ſome awful ſolitary ſhade, | 
A thouſand fears oppreſs the timid maid. 


= On ev ry wind ſome gliding ſpeare moves 4 


Or ruffian iſſues from the neighb'r ring g groves; = 360 


T remb ling ſhe treads, and ſtarts at evry ſound, 
When gath' ring darkneſs veils the meadows round. 


F orward each look's ſolicitouſſy caſt, 


Nor dares reflection venture on the 1 


Transfix d, ſhe ſtops at ey? y lane to come, $6.47 365 


Then darts, in ſcar'd Precipitaney, home. 


There end her fears, contentment beams anew, 


And gladneſs ſprings from ev ry pain ſhe knew. 


FEE 


22% PETRARCH TO LAURA, 


Not ſo thy PRTRAReEH; torn on every ſide, 
By fruitleſs hopes of comfort ſtill denied; 


At ev'ry ſtep, ſurrounding ſorrows flow, 
Recall the paſt, and wake ſome Ramme woe. | 
Penſive I move to all L left behind, 
With aching boſom and a waſted mind. 
Complaints ſucceed to melancholy grief, = 375 
I call thee barb' rous, and I feel relief. . 
Alas! how weak! how tranſient does it prove! [ 
One thought ſubdues me to the gentleft love. 
For ah!—though rapid as the 1 ray, that flies | 1 . 
In awful tumult o'er the darken” d ſkies— 390 
” Deluſion brightens on my clouded heart, + 
And flatt ring lighs—* thy Laura ſhares a part!! 
L Back on my ſoul each giddy tranſport turns 
1 think thee gentle and my boſom burns. 
Again I view thee 1 in thy blaze of charms, 385 
My ſenſes madden, and my foul's in arms. DO. 
Tis then—for fiction ne er can paint it ſo— 


15 Our wiſhes meet and both united glow. 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


Ah! does remembrance wake the tender ſigh, 


Spring from thy breaſt and prompt thy gazing eye : 390 


If, in that hour, when ſorrow loves to muſe, 
A ſoft idea wanders to Vaucluſe? 


Does one kind wiſh, congenial to my own, 


Steal from the ſick 'ning grandeur of the town, 


And ſweetly beam on this deſerted ſpot, 


While all, but love and PETRARCH, | is forgot? 
Ah do {t thou Laura, echoing fighs to mine, 
Feel in each ſenſe that PETRARCH ſhould be thine? 


Recall thy vows, in wiſh? d for freedom 1 move, 


And mix with marriage all the ſweets of love? 


| Seducing dream! once more to madneſs wrought, 


My hungry ſenſes ſnatch the pleaſing thought : 4 


Once more I leave my folitary bow” rs, 


And ſee thee beckon from Avignon's tow rs; 
With haſty ſtep and keen aſpiring eye, 
Quick to thoſe fatal well-known walls I fly: 


Talk to each gale, and in each murmur hear 


A ſigh, that calls me to thy partial ear. 
G 2 
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24 PET R ARCH TO LAURA, 


S0 the deſerted bird, whoſe: mates are flown, 410 


Floats in the void of dlemonts unknown: 
While angry waves in tumult roar below, 


And boilt'rous winds from ev ry quarter blow; 


1 At laſt he ſees a friendly ſail appear, 
| And drops, unconſcious of a danger there. 415 


How beats my heart, what varying paſſions riſe, 


That fondly cheat me into future ſighs, 
When near the ſpot, where all my withes reſt, 


With flutt ring pulſe, quick ſtep and throbbing breaſt 


: Madd ning J tread, till all united ei, 1 0 
And tranſport throws me trembling at hy feet. 
Chain d to choſe knees, in vain you ery—forbear ! E. 


Dim are my eyes and deaf my love-ſick ear; 


= The I PIES account which Petrarch gives of pimſelf and of Laurd' 8 beha- 


5 viour will eaſily prove the agitated ſtate of his mind.“ As ſoon as [ appear, vou 


turn your eyes away; you recline your head; and your COUNtenance is troubled. 


* Alas! I perceive you ſuffer.” 0 Laura, why theſe cruel manners. Could you 
tear yourſelf from a heart where you have taken ſuch deep root, I ſhould com- 


mend your ſeverity, i in a barren and uncultivated ſoil, the plant that languiſhes - 


* 


requires a kinder ſun; baton muſt for ever live in my heart. Since then it is 


IS -.- 


your deſtiny, render your ſituation leſs diſagreeable,?  *- 


With 


A POETICAL EPISTLE. 45 


1 


With quiv'ring lip, from hand to hand J rove, 


And ſighs proclaim how much, how well I love. 425 
O precious interval, when ſilence ſhews 


The mutual tenderneſs, that inly glows! 


Touch'd by thoſe ſighs, my anguiſh and my tears, 


Compaſſion melts to ev Ty ſound ſhe hears : : 


Nor can'ſt thn burſt from PETRARCH' 8 longing 


arms, | 430 


Till {potleſs virtue fills thee with alarms. 


| Still on my ear the pious accents dwell, 


Which heav' n inſpired and eloquently fell 


From thoſe dear lips, when to thyſelf reſtor d, 
Diſcretion ſpoke, and PETRARCH bleſs' d each word. 435 


1 am not, faid” {t thas tremulouſly faint, 


A 


The wretch you think me and your Paſſions paint. 


* 


II PETRARCU loves, ah! let his flame aſpire 


Lg 


Beyond low-thoughted paſſion and defire. 


AR 


Free from each earthborn particle of clay, 440 


The virtuous love! in heav'n's eternal day. 
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I From lawleſs wiſhes, and repentant fighs. 


Of conſcious guilt, juſt catch a laſt adieu: 
Back to Vabecluſe my wretched footſteps bear, 


And turn, alternately , to love and pray FE; 


c tenderneſs,” 


„ PETRAKCH PO LAVA, 


In humble hope, then let us jointly rife 


© Yet O forbear, to make this boſom feel 
One with, that 1 innocence Cares not „„ 


Abaſh' d I riſe, and ſtartling at the view 


Fix' d on the dear reſemblance of that face* 0 


Thoſe eyes, ſweet manſions of each ſoft' ning grace! E: 


Lips that can ſhame the roſe bud 3 in its prime, 
And forehead, whiter than the lock of Time! — 


Conwuls' d 1 ſtand, ttill touch” d by heav'n and vou, 


Each ſenſe i is quell d, and virtue blooms anew. 5 5 


Embow' ring ſhades ! ye rocks * murm ring floods! 


Sequitered vales and folitary woods! 


* Petrarch had a ſmall picture of Laura, which was drawn by one Simon 


Martin, a pupil of Giotto, who was patronized by Benedict XII. She appears, 


© according to a copy yet at Avignon, ( ſay the Memoirs) dreſſed in red, holding a 


* flower in her hand, with a ſweet and modeſt eountenance, rather inclined to 


* 
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A POETICAL EPISTLE. 


Scenes where my ſoul, ſubdu'd by love and grief, 


In every black idea found relief: 

And thou ſad cave, receptacle of fighs, 

Whoſe mournful echoes oft have borne my cries ! 
To ev'ry ſhade it's ſtillneſs I reitore, 1 
And loſe in piety the woes I bore. 


Yet thou, my guardian, advocate and friend! 


Still on my ſteps with gentleſt care attend; 


27 


460 


465 


Lead to thoſe realms, where free from earth 8 alarms, 


| New-born and ſpotleſs | in celeſtial charms— 
We both may riſe, Call loving and beloy” d, 


From all the miſeries each other prov” 'd; 


T 


And if—for heay' n all conſcious of thy worth 8 


Will ceaſe to want thee for ungrateſul Earth 


If chou, my Lauxa—ſpotleſs as thou art, 


85 An angel s figure and an angel's heart ! Ee 


18 By virtue wafted, ſhould'ſt | in triumph riſe, 


And leave thy PETRARCH exil' d to his Highs, 
H2 


470 


475 


Let 
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| 0 PETRARCH TO L AURA. 


Let, in thy gen rous pleading for us all, 
On me one look of ſeparate pity fall: 


And oh remember ! that it once was thine, 


T6 raiſe my wiſhes, and my thoughts refine : 
To point, where ſaints 1 in trembling hope have trod, 480 
„ And truſt, like you, my Saviour and my GOD. 
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I cannot take leave of my indulgent reader without firſt ſatis- 


fying a curioſity, which I ſhould myſelf cxpcrience on a like OC- 


caſion: It is, however, with the utmoſt deference to inquiſitive 


knowledge. Neither can it prove ſuperfluous to treſpaſs upon 


the Public by extracting from Petrarch' 0 memoirs a brief account 


5 of fone ra:s Geath: 


© In the year 1348, about the month of January, a dreadful 


© plague broke out at Avignon, which ſhewed itſelf by a continual 
fever, with 1 pitting of blood; and thoſe whom it ſeized died ge- 


_ * nerally on, or at the end of the third day. It was moſt violent 


- in Lent; ſo that in the three days which precede -d the fourth 


Sunday in Lent, there died at Avignon fourteen hundred per— 


© ſons; and if we may believe an hiſtorian of that time, this ca- 
* lamity carried off in that city only, 1 in the ſpace of three months, g 


a4 hundred and twenty thouſand touls. Laura felt the firſt at- 


© tacks of it, the 34 of A pril: ſhe had the fever with ſpitting of 


blood. As ſhe was perſuaded fl ne could not live above the third 


6 day, ſhe took the methods her piety and re aſon ſuggeſted to be 


2 immediately neceſſary. Laura ſeated on her bed, appeared quite 


4 tranquil, no hideous and threatening g phantoms ha ad power over 


a a 


W 8 Ty ſobbed 


her divine ſoul. Her companions Who ſtood round her, wept and 
n 
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CUN CLUS TDN. 


© ſobbed aloud. It is a fingular circumſtance, obſerves the writer 


of theſe memoirs, that ſo beautiful a perſon ſhould be ſo beloved 
© by her own ſex. Nothing can be of a higher eulogy on her 
character. Her ſoul departed gently without a ſtruggle. She 


had the air of a weary perſon who flumbers, and death had pe- 


* netrated through all her veins, without diſturbing the ſerenity 


of her countenance. She died about ſix in the morning on 


the 6th of April, 1348. The body of Laura was found in the 


| © chapel de la Croix, with an Italian ſonnet of Petrarch's in the 
year 1533; and it was then proved that the Laura of Petrarch, 
which ſome took it into their heads to doubt, was the ſame 


with Lau ra de N oves, wife of Hugues de Sade. Petrarch adds, 


: Laura, illuſtrated by her own virtues, and long celebrated i in 


my verſes, appeared to my eyes for the firſt time the fixth of 
5 April, 1 327, at Avignon in the church of St. Claire, at the 


« firſt hour of the day: I was then in my youth. In the ſame 


: « city, on the ſame day, and at the ſame hour, in the year I 348, 
© this luminary diſappeared from our world. 1 was then at 


4 Verona, ignorant of my wretched ſituation. __ 


It ſhould not, however, be forgotten, that before Petrarch's p 
acquaintance with Laura, he had been particularly attached to 


another woman; the iflue of which connexion was a ſon, who. 
afterwards proved to our unfortunate lover a ſource of affliction. 
In this he ſhared the fate of his beloved Laura, who was doomed 


to ſee the tendereſt care thrown away upon a diflolute fon and 


a 
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With reſpect to Petrarch, after having led the life of a wan- 


derer, to whom the ſweets of a kind and chearful home are un- 


known and unhoped for, to alleviate the toils of life, and the 
diſtreſſes of humanity; he finally departed this life at Venice. 
He had long been afflicted by a fever which undermined him 
very ſenſibly; and languiſhed through a tedious diſorder, ex- 
piring by inches. He was found dead i in his library, July 18, 


1 374, with one arm leaning on a book. His tender and ardent. 


paſſion for Laura had entirely unſettled him for twenty years, 
and produced a reſtleſſneſs in his mind (not formed perhaps by 


nature in the calmeſt mould) through every ſucceeding period | 


of life. From youth to manhood he was a prey to the keeneſt 


ſenſibility: from manhood to old age he was fruggling t. to re- 
cover a calm and virtuous ſtate of ſoul. 5 
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